126                      SILENT IS THE VISTULA
Immediately I felt sorry and ashamed for my words. I knew that it was not cowardice that had driven these people to the shelters I faced them then and began to speak the way one does to children, explaining thingp patiently, unraveling the knots.
I told them of the hardships endured by those who were doing the fighting. I told them of the many deaths we were suffering, and of the overflowing hospitals, and of the scarcity of ammunition and of the boys battling Tigers with ridiculous homemade weapons I told them how we had to forage for food at the risk of our lives and how our children were suffering no less than theirs And I spoke about our thwarted hopes for Russian help
"If there is any fault, it is not ours If there is a crime, we are not the ones who have committed it Look into your conscience, search your souls and answer truthfully Who is responsible for your sufferings^
The crowd stood silent, their heads low, their eyes scanning the duty floor of the shelter. From a far corner came a sneer, but around me the faces, though hard and bitter with pain, were not hostile. They knew I was right, but there was no strength left in them any more to uphold the right What is it that can harden the human soul like unbending steel? These people, who had been hunted and tortured for five years, who had lost all they had and all they loved, who had seen their country despoiled and trodden down by heavy Nazi boots, had waited for the Great Day to come. When it came, the bells of the burning churches announced it loudly. Allies were to join hands in the liberated capital of Poland within five short days.
Nearly three weeks of fighting had now gone by, dreadful weeks of rotting in crowded cellars. And what did these weeks bring but the realisation that the scanty help flown over hundreds of miles from Italy was not